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THE 


AGE OF FOLLY : 


POEM. 


« Methinks J view the joyous crowd advance, 
« Entwine the wreathe, and lead up faſhions dance ! 
„ She, airy goddeſs, joins the mad carreer, 

« And Folly, conſecrates, the giddy year! 
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1 Sing, nor knights, nor heroes clad in arms, 


What time the moon unveil d her ſplendid charms, 


No! nor the battlements with ivy crown'd, 


AGE OF FOLLY. | 


Nor captive damſels, dreſs'd in bridal white, 


Nor rocking tower, with attendant ſprite ! 
The meteors glare, nor dread ſepulchral ſound ! 


Theſe hacknied themes, the ſportive muſe diſdains, 
And wakes to FoLLy, her unvarniſh'd ſtrains. 


B Folly, 
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Folly, ' inceſſant, changing to the view, 


The pleaſing object that all ranks purſue ! 


Hail wond'rous age ! by various titles known, 

By pride puff d up, with vanity o'ergrown. 
ait founding Tay, 
The world gets wiſer each ſucceeding day; 
Though all can ſee, without prophetic lore, 
That Folly, triumphs, as in days of yore; 
Gains hourly vot'ries, at her motley ſhrine, 


Who crowd her fane, and hail the nymph divine. 


Methinks I view the Joyous crowd advance, 
Entwine the wreathe, and lead up fa/hions dance! 
She, airy goddeſs, joins the mad carreer, 

And Folly, conſecrates the giddy year. 
How hard the taſk, to catch each flitting beam, 


That ſportive plays o'er Folly's rapid ſtream. | 


Fain 


„ 


Fain would I ſing the TRUNk, and varied ills 
That flow'd from taking antiquarian pills 
At firſt, ſmall doſes, with great eaſe went down, 
But larger boluſes, half ani the town. 
Keven'd old lumber, cramm'd with varied Lo. 
Of IRELaxDEs deeds, and legendary lore : 
Small trunks give way—avaunt ye pignay elves, 
And ſkulk neglected on your narrow ſhelves. 
Boaſt not your outhdes, or your linings neat, 
All trunks muſt yield to that of Nokrolk STREET, 
Where fire, and ſon, diſplay'd thy rich contents, 
And tun'd their pipes, > marvellous events! 
Folly, enraptur'd, heard the pleaſing ſound, 
And ſpread the joytul tidings far around. 
Round HENRV's waiſt, ſhe bound her magic zone, 
And, broad aſſurance, hail'd the child her own. 
Then MIR nothing, what a much ado, 


In proving what was falſe, and what was true. 


Twas 
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"Twas then MaLone, with dread gigantic firide, 
His critic arrow, to his bow applied, 
And aim'd the ſhaft, at trembling folly's heart, 


Till CHaLmess roſe, and wiſely took her part. 


But not alone to literature confin'd, 
Folly pervades, the whole of human kind ; 
Lurks in the church, in ſenate, and at bar, 
Sports on the /age, and ſpreads the din of war. 
Alike ſhe foſters all her numerous train, 
From Hyde Park-corner, down to Lukener”s-lane ; 
The prieſt, the poet, lawyer, and my lord, 
Ladies, and ſharpers 8 with one accord: 
Together link'd, the merry group appears, 


And patient candour thus each foible hears. 


Lo Qu--sz—-r's Duke, juſt tottering o'er the grave, 
To whim, caprice, and folly's laws a ſlave. 


Behold 


(>) 


| Behold him ftand, unable to decide, 

Whether to walk—to ſleep to chat —or ride: 
is ye ſublime, on vacancy is bent, | | 
And ſhivering footmen wait the great event! 

At length he mounts his ſplendid viz-a-viz, 
And twice five minutes ſeems in perfect glee; 
But ſoon by dull ſatiety fore gall'd, 

The ſcene to change, the little pony's call'd, 


Away he canters, up and down the ſtreets, 


And ſmiles, and bows, to every girl he meets; 


But girl, nor pony, no, nor viz-a-v12 / 


Can kill that tedious demon, Ennui. 


Till night draws on, and Pariſot invites, 


By graceful ſteps, to Opera delights; 
There fix'd in pit, he takes his willing ſtand, 


The eye-glaſs ſhaking, in his trembling hand. 


Smirking applauſe, as HiLLEsBERG draws nigh, 5 4 
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While his ſtar ſparkles, with each amorous ſigh. _ 
| C6 N When 
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And Drury's Nymphs, their Ou-83--* deplore,. 


Some worn out Venus, ſhall make ſmooth thy bed; 


When all theſe pleaſing viſions are no more, | 
Ere thy gay ſpirit, to its reſt is led, 


With blooming flourets, braid thy ſilver hair, 

And ſmiling, make thee her peculiar care; 
Sylphs,. ſhall. with Burgamot, perfume. the room, 
And limping cupids, light. thee to the tomb. 


— . g flight: = M 
Where Faros Hoſt, in riot drown the night. | bk 
Are theſe the beauties of fair Albion's Iſle ? | 


On whom the ſportive loves were wont to ſmile. 


Where is the modeſt bluſh ?—the tender ſigh ? 


| The lips vermillion ?—and the azure eye? 
| Where fled the native roſes of the cheek I 


The dimpled ſmile, and heay'n born temper meek ? 
e Wild 
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Wild guſts of paſſion, rend the vaulted " WY 
And Furies' ſpirits through the manſion roam. 


The haggard cheek, and pale unhallow'd brow, 


Sickneſs proclaim, and order diſavow. 

Counteſs, meets Counteſs, with redoubled charge, 

And ruin, rage, and av'rice, ſtalk at large. 

One, midſt the reſt, pre-eminently great, 

Squat, round, and fat, appears the Queen of fate; 
Juſt three feet ſquare, with feathers ſix feet high, 
On the pil'd ſtakes, ſhe caſts a longing eye; 

And ſcarce the turn of fortune's wheel 1 told, 


E're her plump fingers, ſcramble all the gold. 


Fol Lv, in various ſubtle forms enſnares, 
And inconſiſtency, her ſtandard bears. 
ScaR—LE the worthy,—EARD-—x the humane, 


And B--xcor's Biſhop, march amidſt the train ! 


SCAR=-LE,, 


(1) 


SCAR--LE, Whoſe caſh, like wild-fire flew about, 

To raiſe a manſion, elegant throughout ; 
W | 5 Fully ſucceeded : Genius mark' d the line, 
| And taſte, and beauty, own'd the grand deſign. 
| Yet he has follies, glaring to the view, "7 
And chuckling Broap--sT, owns th' aſſertion true. | 
Broap--srT, ' who late behind the table ſtood, » 
And bow'd ſubſervient, for his daily food; 


With art, contrivance, and low cunning ſtor'd, 


His coffers fill'd, and car d not for his lord. 


2 


. ( | | The Muſe of CumszrLano, in colours true, 


From Earp--v form'd her highly finiſb d Jew! 1 


His known humanity, the boaſt of fame, 
And gen'rous deeds, —a noble heart proclaim. 
: View then with wonder, this ſupreme of men 


Trembling at Libels, from a woman's pen. 


ö „ | 15 | Bribing 


(9) 

Bribing her ſilence, to avoid the laſh, 
While prudent Townſhend calmly guards the caſh ! 

Sad times, 1 ween, when Biſhops learn to box ! 
In ſpite of Paul's Epiſtle —orthodox ; 
Who writes, that he who holds ih important uſt 
Should riots ſhun, be diligent, and Juſt : 
No ſtriker wrangler nor given to wine 
Nor after heaps of filthy lucre pine. 
But we'll ſuppoſe the Biſhop oft' had read, 
© Fi6HT THE GOOD FIGHT, and you have naught to dread; 
So finding that his limbs were ſtrong and ſtout, 
His reverence fairly—fought the Battle out ! 


But why alone, record a Biſhop's name; 
A boxing Duke, puts in his plea for fame : 
One whe {ſheds tears, in memory of Big Ben, 
And Gene, loſt, in Fohnſon—beſt of men. 


D He, 
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He, when the Fate 85 ſhall ſeal his final doom, 


From BAcox's hands, ſhall claim the ſculptur' d 8 


Fam'd for the brawny ſtatues in St. Paul's, 
That breathe defiance, to the weeping walls. 
F ull in the front, the baſs relief ſhall ſhew, 


Death clenching fiſts, to give a knock down blow. 


Cupids in groups, a ſparring match ſhall bn, | 
And neat Mendoza, aid the jarring ſtorm : 

His Grace, on high-—ſhall o'er the whole preſide, 
With Mrs. Es rx, drooping by his fide. 


Strange, iconſitency J E my lay, 
For even Bus, | a thy ſovereign ſway : 
He whom the flow'ry Graces, taught to write, 
To gild conviction, and to ſet us right; 

To make us wonder, at his tropes new clad, 
And gaze with reverence, at his proſe run mad. 


Yes, 
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. 
Ves, he, forgetting former ranting times, 


Rings triple bobs .— to Miniſterial chimes 


Ah! Ah! friend Wiz--s !-—what you are in the group | 
The Captain general, of the Lumber 'Troop ! ! 
Long laid on ſhelves, who once talk'd wives great [- 
Of Patriot Virtue,---and the helm of ſtate : 
But ſnug in port, the cafe is alter d quite, 
The wheels run ſmooth, and every thing goes right ; 
Yet ſtill, ſuch careful conduct, who can blame? | 


Perhaps, e'en F-x, or Gr-y, might do the ſame. 


What man is this, on horſeback, all ſo gay, 
With colour'd handkerchief, and looſe array; 
Stick ſtuck in boot, and knowing careleſs air, 
All free and ealy, void of wengi or care: 
O! *tis that mighty Mars,-—Gzorct Ha--6Ex call'd, 
In broils, and battles, conſtantly enthral'd, ; 


For 
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For to be true, to ſportive Folly's laws, 


Whim, fire, and frolic, malt aſſiſt the cauſe. 


The ſcene to change, and give to ſatire play, 
Suppoſe to Weſtminſter-—we bend our way, | 
To that fam'd Hall, by WI LLIAM Rurus rais d, 
Where rancours torch, has oft with fury blaz'd. 
Where wooden angels, from the Wolf look down, 
And ſeem to ſmile, on paſſing wig and gown; 
Where baited Has-—e's, through revolving years, 


Brav'd the high ſcent of Managers and Peers. 


How much it glads the Poet when he ſees, 
The powder'd Council, palm the golden fees ! 
Diſplaying eloquence, to crowds around, 
Till waiſtcoat pockets jingle to the ſound. 
| ERSK—zE, and Mixd-v, in the front appear, 
| And wigs that ſtand for nothing, cloſe the rear, 
| KEN—N 
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| Ken=N aloft, encaſed in fable gown, 


With fapient brow, and low'ring eye looks down. 


Right wiſely ſure, from prudent maxims drain'd, 


A penny ſav'd, is Juſt a penny gain'd. 


O! might the Muſe, in law, but give advice, 


She fain would ſettle quarrels in a trice : 
Though vain the hope, accept in humble ſtrain, 


A ſimple anecdote, in language plain. 


An alt Lawyer—fann'd by tans breeze, 
Had bid adieu---to bench---to bar---and fees ; 
And dealt out knowledge from his ample ſtore, 
By ounces now, whence pounds were drawn before. 


When once a dame, who meant a knave to ſue, 


Came to the ſage, and aſł d him what to do; 


He thus replied.—“ Believe me when I ſay, 


Should e're a villam take my coat away; 
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„ And would not quietly the loſs repair, 
Rather than fue him, on my word I ſwear, 
I'd reſt content---nor e' er my cor purſue, 


« Leſt CLAIMING that, I loſt my BRRECHESs too! 


With this advice---another cou iſe we ſteer, 
Let law reſearchers, ſteady perſevere, 
Await the courts, with reſolution firm, 
And look with rapture to th' enſuing term. 
Each ruling paſſion ſtill will have its ſway, | 
And Folly mark the order of the day. 


Hail Love Platonic !--fuch as glows confeſt, 


With puteſt flame in Dzr-y's virtuous breaſt; 
Where Far—N reigns in chaſtity ſupreme, 
While whiſpering angels prompt her golden dream. 
Such tender love as Lady Ja knows, 
Whence envy's ſhafts, and calumny aroſe. 
'Tis 
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*Tis virtuous love, that gilds the magic ſcene, 


And makes grave ſixty, blooming as fifteen. 


Though other aids, I ween may do as well, 


As varied lifts of fam'd coſmetics tell. 


Where paſtes, and rouge, preſerve each W grace, 


Defying time, —like Lady Arc--rs face 


Again the Muſe, to literature returns, 
Surveys the field, and with freſh ardour banks: 
Hail Lady Authors Ve who Novels write; 
And, ye, who Plays, in ſummer months indite : 


Ye who compoſe, in {weet romantic ſtrain, 


Whole reams of manuſcript for MisrER LANE. 


Ye, I invoke, to ſympathy ſincere, 
To heave the ſigh, and ſhed the cryſtal tear. 
Mourn —mourn—ye labourers in folly's cauſe, 


No longer Comedy excites applauſe. 


No 
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No longer TRUTH in Biographic page, 

Shall ſpeak of Generals ®, to a wond'ring age: 

No Lady's Warns 4, ſhall . pleaſe the town ; 
But critic brows, ſhall o'er each pamphlet frown. 

Grief ſhall extend to Britain's fartheſt ſhore, 


For Lady WaLL-ct vows Heil write no more JJ 


How learn'd the times, when authors, high and low, 


Together meet in Pater-noſter Row ! 

Lawyers, and Stateſmen---Peers, and plotting dves 
Their * Join, and crowd the lengthen'd ſhelves: 
Hence new coin'd titles, fraught with puffs appear, 


And Utrum Horum !-—grates the tortur'd ear 


How {ſweet are Pol Iris, to bring in caſh, 


Now here — now there the party fire to flaſh ; 


* General Dumourier. 


+ A Comedy ſo called. 
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To ſinge the whiſkers of great men in power, 

Or dread reforming Orosrriox ſcour ! 

'Tis till the ſame, for New Editions riſe, 

And golden mountains charm the author's eyes! 

There may be ſome, who, never profits claim, - 
Whoſe only thirſt is literary fame: 

Perchance it may be'ſo :---lome choſen few, 


Bu-xz's Daſh, to wit, and ERsK—zE's fugar'd VIEW. 


Another race of authors claim regard, 
Who common ſcenes of common life diſcard : 
Who bounds of probability o'er leap, 
And conjure Demons, from the vaſty deep 
How ſmoothly flows, the mild inſtructive page, 


When ſhades, and ſpectres, every thought engage: 
Whan Daggers, Death, and Inquiſitions dire, 

Fill the wild brain with energetic fire : 

When ſhrouded ſprites, with ſkeletons ariſe, 

A ble mould candles,---nature's place ſupplics, 

F 1 


* View of the preſent War. 
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Then does it pleaſe the poet's eye to ſee, 

Some deep read miſs, in horrid myſtery, 
Trim her pale lamp, and fearful look around, 
Starting with terror, at each fancied ſound : 

But Qill reſolved, the Ghoſtly race to run, 

She reads, and trembles, till the bell tolls ozze / 


Avaunt ye ſhapes, that Grub-ſtreet ſtory owns, 
Y'clept Row Head, and mighty Bloody Bones. 

if No more Tom Hickathrift, ſhall claim the bays, 
| <a Nor giant 4iHing Jobnny, look for praiſe. 


For if to {tretch the eyes like ſaucers wide, 

To freeze the blood, and o'er the paſſions ftride ; 
: To cauſe the hair like quills to perch on end, 

| | And horrid thoughts, with horrid actions blend. 

If ſuch is merit,---candour's ſelf muſt own 


The Monk of Lewis, conſcious ſtands alone, 


[ F 
| : 
| Unleſs we bring to fill a ſecond place, 
| | The tales of Radchf wrapt in myſtic grace. 
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Vet all en maſs, to Folly's tenets true. 


All, all are perfect for each ſtation fit, 


by Outs be· ſpatter d, and by Ius be-prais'd ; 


But thine great Potentate,—are leaſt of all. 


£00 * 
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Take breath, O Muſe ! then ſtrike the lyre again, | 
For many Worthies yet unſung remain; 4 
Who buſtle on, and various paths purſue, 


Say who is that, that ſlyly ſkulks away, 
And ſeems to dread the face of open day, 
Perhaps ſome Stateſman,—-conſcious of his crimes, 
With terror, ſhanning truths of future times. 
But hold, —nor let us run our bark aground, 


Surely no follies in the ſtate are found! 


From c/o/e crop! BED—p, up to WILLITIAu Pr. 


O P--r ſublime !—to higheſt honours rais'd, 


Thee I addreſs—nor deem the poet wrong, 


Who bids thy num'rous virtues live in ſong ; 


Some trifling follies, to the beſt may fall, 
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We ſcarce diſcern them, they ſo ſmall appear, 
When plac'd before thy Wiſdom's bright carreer ; 


Shouldſt thou be chang'd, we ne'er again ſhall ſee, 


A Premier—modeſt—mild, and pure like thee, 
So thinks the bard, —who farther to declare 
His patriot feelings, —offers up a prayer. 


May guardian angels, of that charm finance, 


Thy power increaſe, and every with enhance, 


May city Merchants, —pleas'd, thy influence own, 


And guineas ſhow'r, to aid each coming loan. 
May F-x change fides, and Syer---x ſhut ſhop ; 

Nor e'en to debts increafing put a ſtop. 

Should Johnny Bull indignant turn his tail, 

O may thy ſoothing eloquence prevail. 

Prove to his ſenſes, ſterling ore 1s traſh, Y 

And ſcraps of paper juſt the ſame as caſh. 

We know that all thy ways are juſt and true, 


For England's good—though hid from vulgar view. 


What 
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Whate'er thy taxes, may they all ſucceed, 


ITis right in Freedom's glorious cauſe to bleed. 


The muſe inſpired feels prophetic flame, : 
And wafts to ages—P--T's unſullied name; 
May white rob'd Innocence thy ſlumbers guard, 


And Even prove thy merited reward, 


Far be the thought irreverent to paſs, 
That mighty Thane, and true ſurnam'd Dun-s. 
Before ſuch worth, I feel I can't tell how, 
And fill'd with admiration ! make my bow. 


How ſweet the wine at Wimb----n goes down, 


When news of conſequence arrives from town. 
There P--T preſides, —and order guides the whole, 
The feaſt of reaſon—and the flow of ſoul.” 


Nor ſhall the booed Grex---LE be forgot, 
Whoſe coolneſs to the Don, defiance ſhot ; 


Nor patient MaLms---y—and his peaceful train, 


Who «tent io Paris—and—came back again | 
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What pleaſures buz around a crowded court, 
Where wit, politeneſs, and the Loves reſort, 
e vie, 
And youthful nobles—heave the tender figh. 
Where bags and ſwords, and epaulets combine, 
And full dreſt cupids—filken bands entwine. 
Peers, prieſts, and ſoldiers, eloquence diſpenſe, | 
And ſweeteſt perfumes, charm the raviſh'd "Y 
But what aveils/it, worthy brother Fx, 

Small gains I ween—it brings to you or 1; 
| When all our odes, and madrigals are ſpun, = 
You get ſome ſack indeed but I get none! 


No longer bards in flowing robes array'd, 
Their brows with wreaths—and Jocks with chaplets braid. 
No princeſs now—preſents the laurel'd crown, 
Nor throned ſages look with rapture down. 
No more the harp, with dulcet note inſpires, 
No Jonger virgins—ftrike their gelden lyres. 


—. But 
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But, fad reverſe l— fell ills invade the wight, 
Who dares in theſe degenerate days to write. 
The brown bobb'd critic-deck'd in TE dy'd hoſe, 
With pen in hand, and ſpectacles on noſe ; 
Each month reviews, ſome offspring of the | day, 
A quire of poeſy, or a modern play 

A modern play—exclaims ſome well bred fair, 
Surely no faults can ever center there : 
All muſt the author's, charming influence feel, 
80 triling—whamfical, and fo genteel ! 
I grant the whole aſſertion juſt and true, 


And give to genius every merit due. 


But ſome there are ſo niggardly of praiſe, 


Tuhat dare bring forward Bards of "JOE days ; 
That talk with rapture of _ Anxa's reign, | 

Afid boaſt their Congreve in heroic ſtrain. 

Preferring ſtale, aboliſh'd, worn out themes, 


Io wit from REYNOLD's, rich in bold extremes. 


* 


— — 


89 


To Mon rox's muſe, cloſe tripping at his heels, 


And all the ſentiment an InNcaBaLD feels. 


To Horcrorrt's wildneſsHoaRE's correct deſign, 


And fine drawn CUMBERLAND's Waldi like: 


Can there be men, ſo void of ſenſe and taſte, 


On Congreve s wit, a moments time to waſte; 


When droll O KEETR, and Cops, in merry ſtrain, 


With mirth and pleaſure, animate each vein; 


Say, what is Fargbuar”s, or a Ve anburgh's name, 


All muſt give place to modern claims to fame. 
When CoLMan's plays, in all their pomp appear, 
Scarce leſs then Shakeſpeare”s__eloquent and clear ; 
High plum'd by er deck'd in fu/t:an veſt, 
Sublimely ſeated on his Iron Cheſt ; 

He bids us hail kim guardian of the ſtage, 


The Piccadilly Pliny of the age ! 


Lo! at his name JonN KemBLE taking fire. 


Who dares with KeMBLE to renown aſpire ? 


'The 
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The great J. P. whoſe talents daily ſhine, 
In alterations and corrections fine, 
| Who wrote the whole of Loporsxa's tale, 
And in chafle readings ſeldom known ts fail ; 
For rather than abide by former rules 
The leſſons taught in old Theatric ſchools, 
He twiſts and turns each ſentence into play, 
Till ſenſe lies mangled in the wordy fray. 
The whiſker'd Baj Az E rs, in times of yore, 
Laid in of rant, and rich bombaſt a ſtore. 
But Jonx's conception could not rage approve, 


So roar'd the part—like any turtle dove J. 


Next Hor xax comes, of pile to ſnatch his ſhare, 
In double rank of Dramatiſt and Play'r: 
A public's plaudits, prove that he can write, 
And pleaſe while Operas ſhall yield delight : 
While ſweetly ſmooth, the ſan&ion'd couplet runs, 
The Haily-Gailies—Jiggs—and Dreary Duns. 
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Nor yet unſkilFd in Pantomimic lore, 


He knows the uſe of curtain, trap, and door ; 


Can catch applauſe, from ſophas at a Nick, 


Nor ſcarce can RevynoLDs-—ſhew a better trick. 


In acting great | like KenLEs, all his own, 


He ſtrives to fill the RosciAx chair alone; 


Looks, moves, and ſpeaks, enwrapt in inward bliſs, 


That ſeems to ſay . could Garrick at? like this 9” 
With lungs ſtentorian, cracks th' vaulted dome, 
In love or anger, equally at home: 


When Ronxo's plaints the tender rows delight, 


He ſhews his teeth,---as pureſt ivory white, 
Soft flow the accents from his. ſilver tongue, 


Till nymphs by hundreds ſigh, with nerves n 


Each love- ſick ſempſtreſs—hails the youth divine ; : 


And Boarding Schools pronounce — finel 


More of the trade, though minor, claim a niche 


In Folly's fane---her altar to enrich. 


But 
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But what are theſe to managers auguſt, 
Who gaz'd with rapture on her hallow'd buſt ; 
To action rous'd by raging thirſt of gain, 


Rais d the proud edifice of Drury Lane; 


Whoſe tow'ring roof, drowns voices in a trice, 
And ftrutting heroes look as ſmall as mice. 
E'en graceful Siddons of majeſtic mien, 
Appears the moving puppet of the ſcene. 


Still oft we find, when mighty ills abound, 


That potent remedies with care are found; 


Thus Drury Lane---and Covent Garden hi ght, 


Know how to value, that fam'd motley ſprite 


Call'd Harlequin. Hence magic fires ariſe, 


And Fantocinies charm the gazer's eyes. 


 Cart-wheels and Candleſtichs full houſes draw, 


Plain ſenſe is bani/h'd, PaxTominE is Law | 


Though Myriads ſtill, without the court await, 


Folly commands, —and candour ſhuts the gate. 


Fantaſtic 


Fantaſtic goddeſs, at whoſe ſhrine we bend, 
0 deign the muſes efforts to commend. 

I SY And ſhould they chance a tranſient finile to 
Be ine the merit, and be ahine the x 


